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Sfalvdistans 


Artistic forms are powerful healers in helping the human mind 
and body to digest circumstances that could no other way be addressed. 
Thus the artistic process often reveals heavy, meaningful material. With 
this edition of The Minstrel we wanted to create a publication that still 
carried stories with great meaning, but of a lighter content. 

Sjilvdistans, a Swedish word for self-distance or in common 
language, the art of not taking oneself too seriously has been our theme. 
As editors, we believe it important to explore the creativity that comes 
a Variety of expressions. We wanted to encourage our submitters to take 
a look at their art forms in a light that may not be as familiar to them; to 
distance themselves from their habitual rhythms; and (perhaps for most 
of us) to create within a new set of boundaries. 


Thank you to all those who submitted their work and were 


willing to explore in their creativity. 


Jennifer Hoogsteen - Senior Editor 
Kayla Anne Nielsen - Assistant Editor 


Visual Art 


Cover: Dyah Neilsen 15. Alicia Wheatly 

2. Kayla Nielsen 16, Selena Doner 

3, Alicia Hampton 17. Natasha Minke 

4. Michelle VanderSpek 18. Janine Heinrichs 

6. Maggie deBruyn 19, Jessica Puddicombe 
7. Courtney Walda 20. Mandy Martje De Boer 
8. Jennifer Hoogsteen 21, Justin Scholman 

10. Alicia Hampton 22. Mandy Martje De Boer 
11, Rachael Bosma 24. Colin Harrison-Kreslin 
12. Selena Doner 25. Kayla Nielsen 

13. Natasha Minke 26. Natasha Minke 


14, Alicia Wheatley 


Poetry/Short Story 


5. Nathan Brink 
9. Amy Wiseman 

12, Helena Schuurman 
19, Rebeka Borshevsky 
21. Selena Doner 

23, Nathan Brink 


Spirit | Water colour, ink | Alicia Hampton 
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The Ballad of Bumblepig | Nathan Brink 


I'm sorry to say that what I say is true, 
That life is not always easy for you. 
Whether you're small or whether you're big, 
Why, here’s an example; the Bumble Pig! 


Bumble Pig lived in Everyone Square, 
Where he fluttered around, wind waving his hair. 
He couldn’t fly high, and watched other bees soar, 
Because, I say now, he was in fact, a boar. 


“Tcannot wallow!” he would say with a buzz, 
For he was covered in short yellow fuzz. 

He was not, in fact, a pig or a bee, 

He was the only Bumble Pig to see. 


They made fun of his feet and made fun of his 
wings, 

And made fun of his nose, and all sorts of things. 
Bumble Pig, in the end, he just ran away, 

He just couldn’t face the threat of next day. 


‘And on the road far away from the town, 
He heard a small sound, and began to look down, 
And there he first saw a curious bird. 

‘And he uttered a laugh and said “oh my word!” 


Part chicken it was, and butterfly too, 
So he turned to her and asked “What are you?” 

To which she replied, “what a strange thing to spout! 
Butterchicken’s my name, so don’t wear it out,” 


Bumble Pig began to snort, 

“Look at you with your wings, my how you're short!” 

‘To which she replied “You cannot fly and watch other bees 
soar, 

Because, in fact, you are just a boar. 


And you cannot wallow, you say unto me, 
For I say that you know that you’re also a bee. 
Both of us, we know, are strange looking and weird, 
But you know that that’s no cause to be feared. 


‘They're different from us, from you and from 1, 
So there’s no point in moping or giving a sigh. 
We're all made different, it's quite plain to us, 
That if you're just you, there’s no cause to fuss, 


Why try to fit in, to be or to bore, 

Spread your own wings, and then you will soa 
With that, Bumble realized his mistake, 
And he then saw the path he needed to take. 


So he gave her a hug and they soon dashed away, 
For he was excited to start the next day. 

And he acted himself, alongside his new friend, 
And was the best Bumble Pig until the “The End” 


‘The End. 


Untitled | Mixed Media | Maggie deBruyn 
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Hello My Name Is Hurricane | Amy Wiseman 


Tam magic. I have powers like you've never seen, I can fly, I can speak about a dozen languages that no one 
knows but me. I have trapped dragons, I can control the weather, I have even raced to the moon and back. Don’t believe 
me? I understand, my parents don’t believe me either, and I think my brother is just jealous of me. 

They call me “Hurricane” because I am a force to be reckoned with. My mom smiles at me when she says it, as if 
it's some kind of joke. But what she doesn’t realize is that this name is one that has left dark shadows shivering. Mine is 
the name that has brought down mighty kings, and has struck fear into the hearts of wicked warlords and thugs. So call 
me “Hurricane.” For that is what I am, 

My powers are such that they keep on changing. For example, in my last battle against the Huns, I was failing 
miserably. That was until I snapped my fingers and grew to be a giant! I was able to pick up the entire army of the enemy 
and throw them across the desert and into the ocean! As you've probably guessed, I won that fight. This is the life of the 
hero called “Hurricane.” Ever changing, ever growing, ever powerful and awesome! 

My dad tells me I read too many books. He says I’ve got too much going on in my brain. Well, he’s right. In my 
last run-in with the magical wizard, “Tonicus” (who looks oddly like my brother), I was granted super-human smartness. 
Tam so smart that I can’t do my math homework, it’s just too easy. My brother, Tony, says that it’s just because I’m lazy. 
He doesn’t call me “Hurricane.” 

‘Something strange happened today. I had just finished slaying a powerful dragon and rescuing a princess, when 
my dad showed up. He just stood there laughing. Then my little sister was there too. I looked around and found that 1 
was in my room with them. I must have teleported us here. My little sister climbed up on my bed and wrapped her arms 
around me, thanking me for saving her. I didn’t understand. I told her that I had just rescued a princess, not her. She said 
that the princess’ name was “Audrey” just like hers. I stared widely at her. Does Audrey have special powers too? And 
when did she become a princess? How did she and Dad know where to find me? 

Hooked up at my dad who was still chuckling. “Sir Hurricane,” he said. “You've been talking in your sleep.” 


Creative Memories Past 
Water colour, collage | Alicia Hampton 


Another World 
Photograph 
Selena Doner 


Self-ish/-less | Helena Schuurman 


‘The earth spins aimlessly and 
we all orbit the sun which 
is one of a collection of 
billions upon trillions 
of massive balls of fire we call 
stars and they're all 
hanging above us in the sky 
as we go about our lives 
and life is full 
of mystery and 
rarely do we 
hear whys yet 
amongst all this complexity 
the greatest thing 
I've thought about all day is 
me. 
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Neighbors Hnk | Alici 
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Morning Routine | Photograph | Selena Doner 


‘The Geometric Self | Acrylic | Janine Heinrichs 


The Poet’s Prose | Rebeka Borshevsky 


Tonce believed in prose over poetry 
In form over expression 
In rules that bound words to 
Straight lines. 
But once upon a time, like a cliché 
Except not— 
rebelled, I rebel. 
Now, [ believe in prose in poetry 
Poetry and prose 
Prose and poetry. 
Because a single line of poetry masquerades 
As prose 
‘And a paragraph of prose can sing 
Like poetry. 


;on | Pen, Ink | Jessica Puddicombe 


Rock Hero | Acrylic 


Ground Obsession | Selena Doner 


A once warm pleasure 
Counted coins on a café counter 
Cold hands reach for the dark elixir 
Feeling the heat seep through their skin 
‘Smelling of pick-me-up and post-trauma 
A comforting aroma of Columbian roast 
The frothed milk with cinnamon gently peppered 
To add to the sweetness 
The sweetness of fulfilled desire 
That burns our tongues, but we like it hot 
And oh the bittersweet taste of that espresso shot 
The steamer roaring into the creamy beverage 
Brings joy and anticipation 
The simple pop of the right fitting cover 
Says “let's get out of here” like a caffeinated lover 
And when the anticipated fling is done 
To the ground the empty cup is flung 
And tomorrow there will be another coffee run 


Growing Down | Nathan Brink 


Playing house with see-through doors, 
Lava covers all the floors, 

Games made out of all the chores, 
‘And running through the fields. 


Wave a wand and learn to fly, 
Smile long and rarely cry, 

To hug a friend as days go by, 
Freedom never yields. 


Growing old and worries too, 

New work, new worlds, and not a clue, 
Losing friends except a few, 
Loneliness cuts in deep. 


‘The freedom turning on to stress, 
The smiles starting to depress, 
Drama’s strength begins to press, 
‘As hope’s blood begins to seep. 


Growing up is growing old, 

And once young hearts are growing cold. 
What was once carefree is almost gone, 
What now is dull has in past shone. 


Growing up or growing down? 
From youthful eyes to spoiled gown. 
Can children chose to future lend, 

A youthful song to the very end? 
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Family Sheer | Copic markers | Colin Harrison- Kreslin 


Curiosity | Photograph | Natasha Minke 
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